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it off myself; but I was playing a dying girl, and the people had just seen me, after only.three steps, reel helplessly into a chair; and this cat might easily weigh twelve pounds or more; and then at last my plan was formed. I had been clinging all the time to the bureau for support, now I slipped to my knees and with a prayer in my heart that this fierce old Thomas might not decline my acquaintance, I held out my hand, and in a faint voice, called " Puss — Puss — Puss ! come here, Puss!"
It was an awful moment: if he refused to come, if he turned tail and ran, all was over ; the audience would roar.
" Puss — Puss ! " I pleaded Thomas looked hard at me, hesitated, stretched out his neck, and working his whiskers nervously, sniffed at my hand.
"Puss — Puss!" I gasped out once more, and lo! he gave a little "meow/* and walking over to me, arched his back amicably, and rubbed his dingy old body against myreature and carryn the stage. Was there not, indeed! In an
